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1 . Chapter 1 

**Okay so I'm not entirely sure if I'm going to continue this story 
or just end it- that is where you guys come in. I would like at least 
seven reviews including your opinion and an idea of what I could 
write for a second chapter if you thinK I should add one. It's not a 
whole lot to ask and I would really appreciate it.** 

How to Train Your Dragon 

Stoick ' s POV 

Stoick the Vast watched his sleeping son silently. A fever had broken 
out the day before and so far had showed no signs of breaking anytime 
soon . 

Hiccup's brow was covered in cold sweat and he constantly twitched 
and groaned in his restless sleep. The last time he'd been conscious 
was when they amputated the remains of his leg two days 
earlier . 

Hiccup's screams of torture were really all Stoick could remember 
other than him telling Gobber to cut. 

_Stoick leaned over and held his son's unconscious body down knowing 
that in just a few moments he would be shrieking with agony. He 
glanced down at the destroyed leg and saw that it had been strapped 
to the table- ensuring that the leg wouldn't move during thea€ 1 
operation ._ 

_Gobber moved forward and gave Stoick a questioning glance. _ 



_Stoick nodded. "Do it . 

Stoick shuddered at the thought of what happened next. 

_Screams of agony filled the air, and Stoick suddenly had to put more 
effort into holding down his son while he writhed and shrieked in 
pain, his back arching in agony. _ 

"_It'll be alright, it'll be okay! It will end!" He had said over and 
over until finally his only son sank into unconsciousness and moved 
no more._ 

Now all he could think about was that it was his own fault that 
Hiccup and him both had to endure that pain, emotionally and 
physically . 

If he'd only listened! 

_For once in your life would you please just listen to me?_ 

Stoick glanced at his son before standing up off the chair that was 
next to his bed and moved to place another log in the fire which had 
began to slowly die- taking both the heat and the light with 
it . 

Sharp green eyes caught his and he looked at the dragon lying next to 
the bed having not once moved since Hiccup had been placed 
there . 

Settling himself down in the chair he recalled what had been found at 
the Smithy. All of Hiccups sketches and drawings of this dragon and 
its equipment were all right there in plain sight! This whole dragon 
thing had been going on for quite some time and no one had ever 
noticed! The dragon understood his son when he, his father, had 
not . 

A sharp intake of breath pulled Stoick from his musings. 

Hiccup's sweat covered face was contorted with pain and he mumbled 
incomprehensibly for a few moments before his eyes shot open and 
found his fathers. They were confused and hurt. 

"P-please don't kill To- Toothless! Ple-pleasea€ 1 " He slurred 
out . 

Low crooning sounds filled the room and Toothless' head appeared next 
to Hiccup's. 

Stoick couldn't find anything to say for a few moments, he was 
shocked that he had so suddenly awakened. Even in his delirium 
though, the first words out of mouth were about the dragon. 

"I won't. No one will, I promise." 

Hiccup's breathing labored and tears leaked out of his eyes. 

"Y-you killed h-him?" He said still slurring. "You k-killed my 
frienda€ 1 " 


Stoick tried reassuring him again but in all honesty- he didn't know 



what to say! 


"No- he's right here next to youa€ 1 he- he's not dead." 

More tears leaked out of Hiccup's eyes and when he spoke this time it 
was barely a whisper. 

"You killed hima€ 1 " 

His eyes fluttered and then closed and his breathing became a bit 
more even. He was asleep again. 

Stoick sighed and buried his head in his hands. 

What was he supposed to have said to that? He didn't realize how much 
his son cared for the dragon till now and it made him feel ashamed 
that he had even thought about killing the dragon when he now fully 
realized how it would have probably destroyed his son if he had done 
so . 

While Hiccup was recovering- he was going to start making it 
better . 

When Hiccup was awake he would make it right. 

**So what did you think? Please review if you've got the time! Thanks 
for reading ! * * 


2 . Chapter 2 

How to Train Your Dragon 
Stoick ' s POV 


Hiccup was so different on the ground then in the air. In the air 
Stoick 's son was free. Hiccup's face lit up every time he got on the 
dragon's back and his eyes would shine. He was more than content 
being with his dragon all day, flying threw the skies at unheard of 
speeds. In the air- he was happiest. 


On the groundaC 1 he was awkward. When people spoke to him he would 
wince as though expecting a horrible insult- which, Stoick thought, 
he probably was, that's all people would say to him _if_ they did 
speak to him at all his entire life. 


After he realized that they weren't going to ridicule him, he would 
just stare at the ground, or fidget, or look at his dragon which was 
always with him, with a longing stare. 


Even when he would go to eat he would still head for an empty table. 
He always avoided the crowded tables and ate very quickly so that no 
one would be able to say much more then "hi" before he was ready to 
go . 


Stoick had hoped that Hiccup wouldn't feel so awkward now that 
everyone had changed the way they treated him- he had hoped, but he 
knew that it would be a very long time before he wasn't soa€ 1 
uncomfortable if ever. The only person he was truly okay being with 
was Gobber and that was probably because Gobber had developed a sense 



of respect for Hiccup when he was younger and defended and watched 
out for Hiccup in little ways when others teased him. 


Stoick still couldn't believe how he had been so blind to all of 
this. He had never noticed how the much the village had mistreated 
Hiccup before but that was probably because he treated him the same 
way as they did! 

The morning he had woken up was the happiest day of Stoick 's 
lif e . 

_Sweat ran down Stoick 's face as he and several other vikings lifted 
a huge piece of wood to finish off the top of a dragon house. It was 
by far one of the biggest. It had designs all over the sides- dragons 
walking side by side with vikings- not vikings chopping off dragons 
heads which was what was normally carved into wood, painted on walls 
and put as decorations on the boats. All of the old designs 
everywhere were gone though, and after replacing all the old designs 
with these new ones the village seemed- lighter, airier, more 
free ._ 

_Stoick liked it._ 

_It took forever to build all of the dragon houses though. At first 
he had hoped that they would be able to get the dragons ' to help but 
they wouldn't do anything! Sure, they let people ride them now- but 
they still didn't really trust anyone to tie them up with ropes 
attached to huge pieces of wood. So they had to do it themselves, but 
Stoick didn't mind because he would be able to say that he did this 
for Hiccup. This was one of the ways he would make it better. _ 

_The slamming of a door caused Stoick to look up from his worka€ 1 it 
was his door! And that could only meana€ 1 Stoick took off running 
towards his home, towards his son. He slowed to a walk that way he 
wouldn't startle Hiccup and make him fall down._ 

_His son's eyes were disbelieving as they surveyed the dramatic 
change that had been going on for three weeks. _ 

"_I knew, I'm dead!" _ 

_It wasn't the sound of him in a delusional state or screaming in 
pain. It wasn't the sound of his labored breathing or anything else- 
it was just his voice and it was like music to his ears! And his son 
was right- he wasn't dead, he was alive and that thought made Stoick 
laugh with relief and happiness. _ 

"_No, but you gave it your best shot." He said, placing his arm 
around his sons shoulders, giving him a little extra balance. "So 
what do you think?" He was eager to hear his answer but they were 
interrupted by some of the other villagers. He would ask again 
later ._ 

He and Hiccup had become a little closer since that day and were 
growing closer still. 

He smiled, knowing that his thoughts were true. 

Stilla€l the Night Fury was the company Hiccup enjoyed the most, and 
Stoick couldn't help but be a little envious. 



Stoick noticed that when Hiccup uncomfortable that the dragon would 
more closer to him and nudge his side like he was saying "I'm here 
for you, okay?" Hiccup would relax dramatically, scratching the 
dragons neck, his features just relaxed. He wasn't so rigid in his 
stance and he would look people in the eye for a few seconds before 
looking back at the ground- it was improvement, he wished that it was 
himself giving the encouragement, but he didn't mind if the dragon 
did it. He owed the dragon so much and he had accepted it into his 
life after he found it holding Hiccup protectively after they fell. 

He just wished that Hiccup was as relaxed around him as he was 
Toothless . 

Hiccup accepted the other teens into his life pretty willingly but he 
still flinched at the sound of one of them calling to him. He 
normally left them during one of their flying races (like it was a 
contest!) and just flew a different direction, just him and 
Toothless. That was his comfort zone. 

Stoick saw all of this everyday and knew that it was his own fault, 
that he had aloud this to happen, and that his son was so nervous and 
socially awkward. He would just have to live with it. 

The End 


End 
f lie . 



